ELIHU ROOT

from the best European models. Roosevelt, the
Magnificent, stood by and said "Bully." Every-
thing was of this order; so it was to a tremendously
interesting job that Mr. Root succeeded when he
took the place of John Hay as Secretary of State,
The mood of the hour was expansive and a lumi-
nous personality pervaded the national life.

But public service cannot always be so interest-
ing as it is at its fullest moments. The luminous
personality went out. And Mr. Root's next ex-
perience, in the United States Senate, was dis-
illusioning.

The Senate is a body in which you grow old, un-
gracefully waiting for dead men's shoes. The
infinite capacity for taking pains which Senators
have is not genius. If the gods have been good to
you, as they were to Henry Cabot Lodge, you enter
the upper house young, a scholar and idealist, with
the hope of the Presidency as the reward of gener-
ous service. Where the race is to the slow you lay
aside your winged gifts one by one and your ambi-
tion centers finally not on the Presidency but on
some committee chairmanship dung to by a per-
tinacious octogenarian.

Hope deferred makes you avaricious of little
favors, until when a British journalist writes of